Landscape ofGuadix

the whitewashed caves. Aloe, or prickly pear, are their curtains,
fences, clotheshorses. It would be Guadix, or the Cuevas de la
Vera, both near Granada, and in a landscape that is apocalyptic,
and should be sown and tilled by skeletons. We can see those,
more than lifesize, leaning on their sickles, met with at some
corner of the blood red field, in a lane of the harvest; or, even,
sitting in the shade for their siesta meal, by great flagons of wine
and flat loaves shaped like a landsknecht's cap.

But the plain is African, in spite of the pomegranate and the
orangetree. And the Gitanas are as dark as the Chleuh women
of the fondouks. Here, too, they sing and dance; and Flamenco
music, as mysterious as themselves in origin, comes more easily
to them than the waltzes or boleros of the wine shop. If those
are two cave towns, two capitals of the troglodytes, we should
think, also, of Triana and the Albaicin, names of music, the one a
dusty suburb, but leading, at long distance, to the Sierpes and to
the court of orangetrees below the Giralda, the other consisting
of the hill of caves opposite to the Alhambra. This race who,
when they settle, have always loved to establish themselves in
the shadow of some tumbling castle, or even in the very ruins,
here, in Granada, have those red walls and towers and their
hidden courts of stalactite and filigree always before them, high
in the air across the valley. Upon the hill of the Alhambra, night
and day, there is music coming from the Albaicin, music which
must be heard in breaths and snatches. It is their speech, or
vernacular, more than it is melody. Probably it is spoilt, now.
We should have stood here thirty or forty years ago, and heard
Canario, Cagancho, or Chorrojumo the Gypsy King, in siguiri-
yas, polos, martinetes. Or in the saeta, the arrow of song,
intoned as the gtoups of sculpture are borne past in the Holy
Week processions. All that is gone, or nearly gone. Instead, we
would have the Gitanos of Almeria, living in the ruins of the
Alcazaba. Or the Gitanos of Murcia.

This town of tents, which we have pitched in the lost Balkan,
has every kind of nomad, but in their old character, for this is
long ago. And this capital, this metropolis, has only stood here
for a few days. It might move to anywhere to-morrow. But,
since it once existed, it can be geographically assigned, for, but
for this, it has no positive significance and might be moving,
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